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(none) 


It was sexual for me from really early on Even though we didn't actually fuck until we were in our 20s, sex 
was there from almost the beginning for me. Thinking about it, | guess it must have started when he started 
singing. Early, like | said. Not that | really noticed or anything. | was much too dazzled by our music to figure 
that out until years later. That seems stupid considering the big surprise hard-on | got the first time | heard 
him really shriek. I'll never forget that feeling, it was so weird A big crazy shiver down my spine, a feeling a 
little like a kick in the gut from the inside and bam, big surprise hard-on. Sure, I'd gotten hard-ons plenty of 
times when we were jamming and the music got really hot, but this was different. | was just sitting there with 
my guitar on my lap listening to him play a basic riff for something he wanted us to write. | couldn't figure 
out where he was trying to go with it. So he tried to sing it. His voice rose up into a sort of wild wail, and 
WOW. Bam! That thing was like a club between my legs. It was kind of cool actually, but | didn't really know 
what to think about it, so | took the path of least resistance and didn't bother to think much about it at all, 
That's always worked out pretty well for me. 


Anyway, yeah, | love the guitar, I'm good at it and playing it makes me happy, but for me it kind of never 
really was about the guitar. Not really. Sure, | pretended that it was. | guess | believed that it was, but, you 
know, the band got back together just when | thought that was never going to happen and | wouldn't be able to 


stand it, and since then | can't ignore the fact anymore. | don't even want to ignore it. Its about him. It's 


always been about him. It's been like lifting a burden to be able to stop pretending | care about anything more 
than | care about pleasing him. He needs me to do the comedy thing, | do the comedy thing. He needs me to do 
the guitar thing, | do the guitar thing. | do whatever | have to, to make that hot spark come into his eye. 
Whatever | have to do to turn him on, even though it's been forever and a hundred years since he's let me, 
well, turn him on He always did give the best of that to his bass anyway. Even when we were young and were 
fucking on the road..that glorious haze of endless touring, being hard all during the show then going back to the 
hotel to get it on any which way felt good..me bending over to take his cock and feel his bony pelvis thudding 
against my ass with every downstroke, or him face down and me pounding his tight ass into a mattress while 
his hair flew in my face and he tilted his hip sassy to open himself up and take me as deep as | could go..Even 
then, when we were at it almost every night, the bass always got his best and what he gave me was 


leftovers. 


I'd take leftovers for sure if he wanted them to give to me. Oh yeah. | mean, music is more-or-less enough, 
but God, | miss his body. The physical reality of him. I've missed it since that night all those years ago that he 
told me we had to stop ‘for now: | miss his hands and his hair and the convex curve of his rib cage above his 
taut belly. He's gotten thicker all over since then, but he's still shaped exactly the same. | miss his noise. And 
those arms of his. Fuck me backward! He is so sexy. I've been waiting all these years for ‘for now' to be over. 
| suppose by now it might never be. | might never get to touch him like that again. Yeah, when we write 
together, | touch him spiritually and all that crap, and when he's got a melody tugging at his mind and | go into 
his head and get it out, that's the ultimate way of pleasing him anyway, but | still want to do it with my body. 
| can't ever forget the way he touched me. That sort of greedy carelessness. He was alway grabby with me, 
like a little kid with a toy. He would just grab whatever, my hands, my face, my ribs, my ass, my dick. How 
could | ever explain that rough touch and my enduring hunger for it? Even when it hurts, it feels good. He 
used to like to play with my face while he fucked me. He would tug my ears, tweak my nose, pinch my cheeks. 
Grab my head and kind of scrunch it between his hands like he was trying to wiggle my brain loose. Sometimes 
he would grab my whole jaw between his thumb and first two fingers and leer at me as he pounded. He still 
sometimes grabs my jaw sort of like that. He'll grab my face and pretend he's going to smack me when I'm 
clowning around too much and getting on his nerves. It's always confusing and thrilling when he does that 
because as soon as | feel his fingers on my face | imagine being bent in half with him raging inside me, and | 
want to be there again. | hate it when he does that because it makes me stupidly, insanely hungry. But | love 
it, too, because l'm pretty sure it means that he still wants to fuck me just as much as | still want him to, 
even though for whatever reason he thinks it's a bad idea and won't do it. He's so goddamned disciplined 


sometimes. It pisses me of fl 


We haven't talked about it in years. If we ever really talked about it at all. All those years ago, he said it had 
to stop because it was disrupting the band. He said "for now." | used to bring it up sometimes. He would either 
just shake his head and give me that look, or he would find some completely non-flirtatious way to take the 
piss out of me. So | stopped saying anything. | just hope that some day he will. | never knew quite what he 
meant about it disrupting the band. The band never seemed particularly disrupted to me, but he understands 
the new guy better than | do. | wonder sometimes whether he's ever fucked the new guy. | sort of think he 
has because..Well, | don't know why. It's just a feeling. It's kind of ridiculous because | can't imagine the new guy 
ever relaxing enough to get fucked even though he obviously wants to. But..The man has such control over us. 


Sure we're all democratic in the band and everything, and he's always so nice about everything, there's plenty 


of room for us to air our desires and feel we're being accommodated, but damned if we don't usually somehow 
end up doing whatever he wants us to do anyway. We're like his minions or something. And | love it, | have to 
admit. | never would have had the discipline or the focus to really do much if I'd had to pull things together 
myself. l'm a sidekick That's what | am, and at this point in time, | really don't even have any pride about it 
anymore. | struggled with it for many years, especially when he was having his affair with those fucking 
synths and | was just fighting with him all the time, but during the time the band wasn't together, | had to 
learn that without him I'm just another guitar player. I'm okay, sure, I've got skills, but I'm not who | am as an 
artist or as a person without him. He's pushed me places | never could have gone otherwise, even when | 
haven't always wanted to go. He's like a force of nature that way. | think the new guy didn't used to be too 
concerned with that, but I'm pretty sure he has more trouble with it nowadays than | do. Maybe that's why 


he writes those interminable books. 


